xu .LV u^wu j./.i.^vo.u.uo j vu., u. nj.i.ug /uui lung auu uLui uays, irom speaking your solitary thoughts to your friend and brother ? The best fruits decay if kept. And is there really any happiness in life but conversation ? Perhaps I now need it less than another might; the world in which I live is so abstract and unfrequented that I have given up looking for company. But, whenever I leave it and find myself alone on my chair, or seated at my piano in the evening, our old evenings come back to my mind and I long to talk with you. Dear child, when will that time come back ?
How rose-coloured everything seems to young eyes ! I know no truer idea than that saying of Chateaubriand's : "If I still believed in happiness, I should look for it in habit." To distribute one's time so that it should always be occupied, to work in a consecutive manner even at an uninteresting work, to direct a household, to have a profession that, on the whole, is a happy life. Poor happiness is it not ? but it is the only one there is. I experienced it, much to my astonishment, when I copied out my thesis. At first the idea appalled me ! 150 pages to transcribe, adding or retouching bits here and there, inventing nothing, originating nothing ! it seemed to me but cobbler's work ! I set to work through sheer necessity and continued with positive pleasure; an effort was constantly required to correct a passage or to make it more lucid, dullness was taken away, and success brought joy along with it. And then the work was progressing like a growing child or an increasing fortune, and the insensible growth delighted me. We were wrong to despise this regular and mechanical
233nce. Keeping a pupil in is a
